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This war has set new standards of endur-
ance for the eoldier. In the Napoleonic wars
there were long periods of inaction. The
grmies wsu went into winter quarters in
December and yed there until spring. They
did mgt brave the v, the ice and the bitter
cold, as well as the fire of the encmy. But in
this war the or have had no respite. They
to keep the ficld—to
march, to fight or to carry on siege warfare n
the trenches—regardless of weather eondi-
timms. ~ Battles have frequently been fought
while @ blizzard raged or while the thermome-

have beem

ter stood belou
War in the open fields under the summer
"""-"'I"'h’nf{-t as ?l‘i.’” as its
v im the solitary, snowelad
wastes of @ mountain range is war stripped
of all its glamour, It is the repellant, savage
le of wild heasts or of primitive men
cr and at the same time en-
life-and-death struggle with the

sun has ifs |
tragedy. But u

nature,

Something of extraordinary physical
ind mental atraén of service in the Carpathi-
ans in the winter of 1914715 15" conveyed in
follmeing y by Ludwig Bauer, the well

writer., It was published
riginally tn “The New Yorker Staats Zeitung,”
vith whose permission it is here translated.
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Company of the —st Regiment
up there in the snow and waits,
know what for, or for how

loesn't
long. It may be that at the next moment the
feld marchal will come. It may be that they
must zquat there another week.

About 300 metres below them runs the road.
¢ runs there on the map. It cannot

od mow; it is just as white and
e rest of the snow-covered world

t least
e reCogmni
smoath as th

1 . road over which they are to ad-
o But just now no advance is possible.
For the Russian artillery stands there on the
mountain rising 700 feet high above them and
{s the way. So they must wait until
ueceeds in locating the enemy's
is a hard jobh, since the Rus-
turally hidden themselves in the
weads, and the tall, dark trees seem impene-
trable; they betray nothing.
{ measuredly the flakes fall, as if
lering whether they should fall
or not, The s leaden and lowering. The
men Znm stolidly. This endless white
has something deadening and stupefying about
it, They =ay little, They have already ex-
hausted thei versation, and nothing hap-
pens any longer

Slowly ar

they were ¢

to start new talk.

With their snow mantles and snow caps
mpletely whitened, as though
. haggard collection of snow-
av not smoke, they may not
cook; the least flame or smoke would betray
them. They are not allowed to dig out trenches,
carth would be visible for miles,
& dark spot on the brilliant snow coVer.

S0 thers i« apparently nothing to do but to
stare into the whiteness until the eyes smart,
to keep silence | {0 indulge in memories—to
remember some past existence which was not
%0 white, 50 lifeless, so absolutely passive. In
not very entertaining, but

they, ton, lovk e
they were a lez
men. The:

for the browr

the long run that i
neggars cannot he choosers.

The soldicr ¢ the snow with their well-
protected fists until it is quite hard—almost
solid. Then they lie down on it as on & hed.

When one gets used to it it furnishes a sort
of warmth. Rut one must be careful lest the
hands, the nose and the ears freeze. The ears
are covered: one sticks his hands in his arm-

ts, which are the best stoves hereabouts.
But the most diffieult thing is to protect the
nose,

Th*‘)‘ have no less fear certainly than
anywhere else. Throngh the influence of this
endless white shroud of hills, mountains and
valleys they have become calmer, quieter, more
thoughtful than ever, What it was & sacrifice
1o give up in Galicia every one accepts here
3 3 matter of routine. . For here they are
clear out of the accustomed world of villages
oF tities, even if those settlements on the plain
“'j‘" settlements hurned, ravaged or deserted.
They at least recalled the world of ordinary
riperience and reminded the men of their for-
mer life, with its desires or necessities. But
fiere every civilized tie is broken. Here they
are alone—alone with the enemy.

It is just as if foresters and poachers en-

fear

. Sountered each other in the mountains.
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They sleep, but that sleep is troubled by a
sense of the mystery which surrounds them,
which conceals the Russians from them and
them from the Russians.

Carefully, measuredly, they eat at night
their cold conserves; it may be a long time be-
fore another fresh supply comes to them over
the metre-deep mountain snows; and in the
morning they wash themselves in the snow,
which here suffices for all uses—soap, drink,
roadway, bed and shroud. So another day
comes, which may bring an advance, un as-
sault, perhaps a victory, if the Russians show
themselves. Instinctively they look out into
the white silence.

. * . Ll L

The under officer was a Pole, but a Pole
who spoke German. He had a hatchet nose,
very black, glowing eyes and a pallid face, It
seemed o me that he always kept moving his
hands uneasily. I noticed also the golden
medal for valor which he wore. I had milk
chocolate with me, and so he told me the story
of how he got the decoration. It was this:

“We knew at last where the Russians stood.
But they were three companies strong, and we
were only one, so we couldn’t well attack them.
Besides, they stood near a little wood and had
machine guns. But we had to get ahead. They
were across our path, and there were other
reasons which my lieutenant explained to me,

but which T couldn’t understand.
ugn we decided to try to take them by sur-

prise, But that is very difficult, for on this
accursed snow in the Carpathians you can sce
everything. It would be almost necessary Lo
dip one's self into a barrel of flour. Fortu-
nately, a mist came in the mountains, and that
night we resolved to make the attempt.

“We knew exactly the direction; the first
licutenant had made a drawing on which every-
thing was clear and plain. Two men were 1o
be chosen who should steal ahead and over-
power the sentinels. Many volunteered, lg-
natz and 1 were selected.

“Everything depended on our not being dis-
covered. The company crawled behind us. It
was compelled to stop behind the last snow
ridge; otherwise its presence would have been
detected. It was a bold enough stroke to have
gone that far; and except for the fog and the
snow even this could not have been accom-
plished. Two hundred men always make some
noise, however much they try to avoid it. So
they stayed behind the ridge, about a hund!-ed
paces from the trees where the two Russian
sentinels were posted. Then it was for us to
do our work.

“The night was dark and the fog thick, but
the snow gave off a certain light. We did not
soe the two Russians, but we thought we saw
the shadows of the pine trees under which they
stood. We crawled along slowly over the
snow, each for himself. We had plenty of
time. The point was not to be quick, but to
make no sound.

“We had taken off our shoes and wrapped
our feet in white woollen cloths. The ridge
there was pretty steep; but one couldn’t tum-
hle down it, for the snow would have crackled.
Ordinarily they would not have heard it, nor
would T have heard it. But on such a night a
sentinel could hear everything—it was &0
frightfully still.

“Yet we got ahead. And then we could
erawl] further on the level surface. 1 was very
careful, and now and then shovelled with my
hands a little snow bank, so that I could have
some shelter if they discovered me. ‘

“We couldn't see the centinels yet; that is, I
couldn't see them. About Ignatz 1 know noth-
ing, and nobody will ever know whether or
not he found them. There may have heen #
deep hole somewhere in the snow cover, Or
maybe he grew weak and fainted.

"'.‘\!‘nut that T don't know, 1 erawled for-
ward without looking for him. Smi.(ll'nly |
heard the two Russians talking, and quite near

me. It couldn’t be more than twenty paces

awny. .
41 held up. I had to wait till one of them

went away or till Ignatz came.

“They had been careless. But 1 was already
s0 nea;, and it is & wonder to me that they
didn't notice me.

“1 could have shot them: but that would
have given the alarm, 1 didn't want to
attack them with the bayonet, for they would
have cried out and would have lwn!;ncned the
vedettes, who were somewhere behind them,
and then the whole three companies would have
been warned.

“I decided to strangle one of them. Ignatz
would have to make way with the other.

“The fog had become thinner; it broke into
streaks here and there. The sentinels were
looking in my direction. 1 believed that they
must see me. If I only could cateh the expres-
sion on their faces!

“But I would not move; that was bound to
betray me. 1f they had shot at me then I
should never have seen them raising their
rifles.

“Very slowly I moved my head. Then I no-
ticed that they turned toward each other and
talked. They talked continually, and that an-
gered me. A sentinel ought not to talk.

“Then a third man came along—an officer.
He inspected them, showed them something,
looked sharply about, particularly toward me,
But I had already sunk in the snow and did
not move, Then he went his way. I did not
see him again.

“Searcely had the officer gone when the two
Russians began to quarrel. At first 1 didnt
understand why, but it soon became clear to
me, because one of them, the smaller, went
about thirty paces to the side, laid himselfl un-
der a tree and wrapped himself in his cloak, as
if he intended to sleep until the Judgment Day.

“It was plain that they were wrangling over
which of them should go to sleep.

“T was so glad. Now I didn't need to wait
for Ignatz, but could carry through the plan
by myself.

“Yet I had to get o near the Russian that
I could seize him by the throat at one jump.
He must not be able to cry out.

“And that was the hardest part of my task;
compared to it, all the rest was only child's
play. For when one man is so near another
man, the other must either see or hear him. [
hreathed as softly as a dying man, but kept
pushing forward.

“And when one is so impatient, he imagines
everything possible. It seemed to me as if
each movement 1 made caused a frightful dis-
turbance. But that was only the hot beating
of my blood.

“At last there was nothing which should
have hidden me from the vision of the Russian.
I saw him distinetly when he came in my di-
rection. The snow beat in my eyes, but I could
not turn my gaze away from him.

“He was a tall Siberian and wore a snow
cap. His cheek bones stood out like those of a
heathen, which he probably was. He was
thinking of nothing; sleeping as he stood, like
a rabbit with open eyes.

——

~/

\\

.

4
VAN .

A
Y

FACES ARE SUPERFLUOUS IN SOCIETY PHOTOGRAPHS
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WATCHING THE BATHERS AT PIFFLE BEACH. .
From left to right—Mrs. Millicent Mortimer Shinns, Miss Dorothy Shinns and Mrs. Clarence Capers.

“That was my luck and his misfortune, That
made me bold. I ventured a quicker move-
ment, sliding a whole pace forward. He stood
there, half turned toward the wood, He must
suddenly have sensed my presence, for he be-
came at onfe more wide awake and uneasy,
walking quickly to and fro with a restless
movement, like a hen when she sees a hawk
ahove her.

“Ha lifted his gun as though to shoot; but
not at me, for I was almost at his feet. I
think that he did not dare to look ahead—at
me—~for the fright would have heen too great

~for him; he would have died of it.

“Then he turned to the other side to see
whether an enemy might be creeping up from
that direction. That was my moment—my
time to do what I intended to do.

“Like a flash I started for his yellow, pock-
marked face. It seemed o me that I already
had my hands about his throat. The way I
did it did not surprise me—I had thought it
out so carefully beforehand.

“It is frightfully hard to spring up after
one has crawled or lain so long motionless on
the snow. 1 had thought—I knew—that I
must cause him no pain, that it must happen
in a second, in order that he might not recover
from his surprise and cry out. Therefore it
was a frightful moment for me. Surely death
itself is not so frightful. Every muscle in my
body was strained and broken, it seemed to me.
1 cannot tell all that 1 suffered, thought, felt,
in that tiny space of time.

“He had turned around toward me, and in
his face was already the presentiment that he
wiis going to die. Never have [ seen anything
o grewsome as his horrified look, even before
I got my hands on his throat,

“He was, as it were, paralyzed. He did not
think of defending himself, He was too weak
even to raise a cry. | held him fast; that
you can helieve, for he sank slowly in the snow
without a sound.

“The other one under the trees slept soundly
and his throat rattled in his sleep. I went at
him with the bayonet.

“Afterward I hurried back and gave the sign
agreed upon. Ten minutes later the three
companies surrendered. Thus [ won my
medal.”

- - . - .

As I shook the hand of this hers in parting
1 felt that there remained in his own eyes
something of the terror of the Siberian whom
he had throttled, and that that look of terror
would never leave his face.

HOW TO MAKE MONEY By Robert J. Wildhack
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XIV—MAGAZINE COVERS

If your brow is low

and beetling, if your friends esteem you brainless;

If you haven't <kill or sense enough to live by honest means;

Then you're due to make vour fortu
Simply draw some “pretty girl” heads

L. Brales
2. Mooe,

ne by a method swift and painless:

for the monthly magazines,

'AMATEUR DIPLOMACY ABROAD

By ROBERT DELL
By Courtesy of ““The New Republic’’
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HE time of the wise, according to an
English essayist of the middle nine-
teenth century, is chiefly occupied in

repairing the mischief done by the good. The
wise. are always scarce and have never been so
scarce in Europe as at present, but the good
seem to be more numerous than ever, and

among them are many Americans, For good

Americans no longer wait until they die to

come to Paris. All the Americans over here

are ardently pro-Ally, or at least, pro-French,
and that is as it should be, Those who have
lived in France could hardly be anything else;
if I had not been a devoted admirer of France
and the French all my life ten years' resi-
dence in France would have made me one. As
it is, my English friends accuse me of think-
ing only of France in regard to the present
war and of unpatriotically ignoring the inter-

ests of my own country. So I cannot eriticize

Americans for doing likewise; I would merely
venture to suggest that they should temper
their zeal with discretion.

Nearly all the Anrericans I meet here cannot
find words to express their contempt for Presi-
dent Wilson. They declare that the whole
American people is inspired by a passionate
longing to fling itself into the war and is re-
strained only by the President’s white-livered
obstinacy. The French find it rather difficult
to believe this; after nearly two years" ex-
perience of this war it passes their under-
standing that anybody that has kept out of it
hitherto should want to be in it. Still, they
think that Americans ought to know best the
state of mind of their own countrymen and
they can but accept their description of it as a
true one. The result iz that, while Mr, Wilson
is accused by the pan-German press of favor-
ing the Allies under cover of a sham neutral-
ity, some of his fellow-countrymen are leading
the French to believe that he is their enemy.
I cannot think that the propagation of this
view of American opinion and of Mr. Wilson’s
policy, which seems to me, so far as I can
judge, to be an entirely false one, is likely to
better the already excellent relations between
France and the United States. After all, it
scems at least possible that Mr, Wilson may
continue to govern the United States for an-
other four years; and, that being so, it might
be wiser on the part of Americans in Europe
not to do all in their power to discredit him.

The views of Americans living in Europe
might be discounted; many of them have been
so long out of thair own country that they
might be expected to be out of touch with
American opinion. Unfortunately, the same
view of American opinion and of Mr. Wilson's
poliey is offered to us by Americans fresh from
the United States, who have crossed the At-
lantic to tell us what the American people are
thinking. You in America have an enormous
advantage over us in Europe in the fact that
you have no professional diplomatists. Your
ambassadors are not diplomatists, they do not
profess to be diplomatists and they never at-
tempt .to play the diplomatie game. Therein
lies the secret of their success and the guaranty
of your security, Had you had professional
diplomatists as ambassadors, you would prote
ably by now be at war with one or other of the
belligerent groups, perhaps with both. But,
mrischievous as is the professional diplomatist,
the amateur diplomatist is, if possible, even
more mischievous; he does not even know the
game that he is trying to play, he is under no
control and he can not he recalled. And he is
30 thoroughly and dangerously good.

At the present moment a distinguished
American architect, Mr. Whitney Warren, is
almost universally regarded in France as the
chief and best suthorized representative of
American opinion. My wicked American
friends in Paris—I mean, of course, my col-
leagues of the press—tell me that this would
cause great astonishment in the United States,
where Mr. Whitney Warren's political influ-
enee is neither great nor extensive. Yet the
whole French press, the members of the Insti.
tute, the leading politicians, the most eminent
representatives in France of literature, science
and art, will tell you with one voice that
through the mouth of Mr. Whitney Warren
gpeaks the great American people. I do not
know why they think so; the only reason that
they have for their belief, so far as I can dis-
cover, is that Mr. Warren himself has said it.

In normal times we should hesitate to take a
man at his own valuation; but we are not nor-
mal in Europe at present. Human beings, as
Mr. Bertrand Russell has recently told us, are
normally guided by impulse, not by reason, and
use -their reason only to attempt to justify
their impulses and to prove that they are good
and the impulses of other people bad. The few
exceptions to this rule are the prophets whom
we stone in their time and whose sepulchres
we build after their death. Why is Bernard
Shaw suspected and distrusted by the majority
of Englishmen? Merely hecause he i guided
by reason and makes us shiver by cold douches
of that “most uncommun commodity.” What
is abnormal in Europe at present is that we
have ceased to use our reason even as an after-
thought and that intellect has descended to a
level that should satisfy even M. Bergson.
Besides, the impulses by which we are puided
are more and more those of primitive man.
The almost universal acceptance in England
early in the war of the great Archangelic
myth—that a large Russian army had arrived
in England—was only the most conspicuous
example of the mentality that the war has
created or rather resuscitated. Thousands of
sane persons swore that they had seen the Rus-
sians and firmly believed it. To doubt the ex-
istence of the mythical Russians or the truth
of any other legend, however preposterous, was
to stamp one’s self as a pro-German.

One of the characteristics of primitive nmman
—or at any rate of the contemporary savage
who is at present the nearest approach to him

is to take people at their own valuation. If
you tell savages that you have divine powers
it iz almost certanin that they will believe you
and the performance of a single conjuring
trick will make it quite certain; they will then
cither worship you or eat you, according to the
custom of their tribe—folklorists tell us that
the two ceremonies have often much the same
significance. The habit of eating our gods has
not yet been revived in Europe; instead, we
entertain them at a banquet. Mr. Whitney
Warren has been entertained at many ban-
quets; he has lectured to the Institute of
France; interviews with him fill columns of
the newspapers and even the serious “Temps™
devotes leading articles to his utterances. All
this must give a great deal of innocent pleas-
ure to Mr. Whitney Warren, and there could
be no serious ohjection to it had not Mr, War-
ren, with the best possible intentions and in
the most complete good faith, led French opin-
ion very much astray. He seemed to have
come over this time in order to enlighten us
about the forthcoming Presidential election,
and he and other Americans succeeded in con-
vincing the whole French press that Mr,
Roosevelt would eertainly be chosen as the Re-
publican candidate and as certainly be elected
President of the United States, The result
was that the whole French press, from the
“Temps" downward, adopted Mr. Roosevelt as
the candidate of the Allies and insinuated that
Mr. Hughes was a pro-German. To my knowl-
edge, one at least of the more serious papers
hesitated to express an opinion about a matter
which, after all, is one for America, and was
induced to do so only by Mr. Warren's positive
assertions that Mr. Roosevelt’s selection by the
Republican Convention could not be doubted.

This is no great matter and no permanent
harm will be done to the relations of the two
great republics, whose traditional frieadship 1s
based on too solid a foundation to be shaken by
the blundering diplomacy of a few well mean-
ing persons. Those Frenchmen who know the
United States know well enough that, whether
Mr. Wilson or Mr. Hughes iz elected President,
American poliey will continue to be as friendly
to France as it has always heen. But it would
be a pity, nevertheless, that America should be
even temporarily misunderstood by any part
of the French public, and a still greater pity
that the misunderstanding should be caused by
Americans, American sympathy is keenly ap-
preciated in France and it has been practically
and lavishly manifested; Americans have
shown the generosity that is an American
characteristic and have poured money into ams
bulance work and relief funds; the American
hospital for French wounded at Neuilly is a
model of its kind. All this will never be for.
gotten by the French people, but that is no
reason why the French people should be mris-
informed. If I might venture to offer a word
of advice to the well-intentioned persons who
have taken upon themselves the superfluous
task of improving Franco-American relations
it would be: Let well encugh alone,
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